Po'smil 


The Papotsete shepheard 
to hi* Love. 


T Ivc with me and be my Love, 

^And we yyill all the pleafures prove 
That hills and rallies, dales and fields. 

And all the craggy mountaines yeelds. 

There will we (ft upon the Rocket, 

And fee the Shepheards feede their flock$ s 
By (hallow Rivers by whofe fallcs 
Melodious birds fingMadrigales. 

There will I make thee a bed ofRofes, 

With a thoufand fragrant pofes, 

A cap of flowers^and a Kirtlc 
Imbrodered all with leaves of Mirtle. 

A gowne made of the fineft wooll. 

Which from our pretty Lambes we puQ 9 
Taire lined flippers for the cold. 

With buckles ofthepureft gold. 

A belt of draw and I vie buds, 

With Corail Chfpesand Amber ftudf. 

And if thefe pleafures may thee move. 

Then live with me and be my Love. 

The Shepheards Swaines (hall dance and fing ? 
For thy delight each May morning > 

If thefe delights thy minde may move* 

Then live wand be my love,. 
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Poems, 

The Nmphs reply to the 

S hep heard. 

that the world and Love were young,' 

* And truth in every fhepheards tongue, 

Thefe pretty pleafures might roe move. 

To live with thee and be thy Love. 

Time drives the flockes from field to fould*. 
When River raee,and Rocks grow cold. 

And 'PbilomeU becometh dum be. 

The reft complaines of cares to come. 

The flowers doe fade, and wanton fields* 

To wayward Winter reckoning yeelds, 

A hony tongue, a heart of gall. 

Is fancies fpring, but forro wes fall. 

Thy Gov/nes, thyShooes,thy bed of Rofes, 
ThyCap,thyKirtle and thy Pofies, 

Some breakc* fbme wither, fome forgotten,. 
In folly ripe, in Reafon rotten. 

Thy belt of draw and Ivie buds, 

Thy Corel l Clafpcs and Amber fluds. 

All thefe in me no meanes can move. 

To come to thee and be thy Love. 

But could youth laft, and Love ftill breeder 
Had joycsnodatc,not age no neede, 

Then thefe delights my minde might moYC$ 
To live with thee and be thy Love. 
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